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house is just as the rebels left it. He wants us to know his men weren't
responsible for the damage."
The young officer saluted, turned sharply on his heel and marched
away.
No provisions had been issued to the prisoners before we marched,
nor were there any at the Lefferts's house when we arrived ; so Sted-
man and I scoured all of Flatbush for the provision wagon that I was
sure Cunningham must have sent us. When we returned at dusk,
empty-handed, the space between the road and the sentry fires outside
the Lefferts's house was packed with blue-coated Hessian soldiers,
hundreds of them, all staring at the house as children stare at dan-
gerous animals in a cage.
The sentries, pacing up and down behind the fires, shot uneasy
glances over their shoulders at the rows of faces ; and the prisoners,
massed at the windows, were silent for the first time since they'd been
imprisoned!
The sergeant in charge of the guard affected indifference when I
questioned him about the Hessians. " They started coming here
around sundown in twos and threes," he said. " They ain't done one
damned thing but just stand. Stand and stare."
" Have they made any threats ? "
<e They ain't done a damned thing," the sergeant repeated, " except
hang their jaws down so far a catbird could nest in their mouths,
and stare up at those prisoners." He looked quickly over his own
shoulder at the long pallid row of faces glimmering in the firelight,
and added irascibly, " They ought to be taught some manners!
There ain't anything so irritating as having a lot of people stare at
you ! "
" What did they want ? " Stedman asked.
" I can't talk their lingo," the sergeant said. " Besides, they got
me mad with all their staring. If they got anything to say, they ought
to step up like honest men and ask permission to say it."
" They're pretty shy," Stedman said. " They're a lot like cows.
I think we ought to find out what they want."
He went straight to the throng of Hessians and spoke to them
sharply in their own tongue. Some of them gave him a muttered
answer.
Stedman caught one of the blue-clad arms and held it up for me
to see. In the man's hand was an apple. Stedman caught at tvfo
others. One held a hard biscuit, the other an apple.
" They want to feed the prisoners," Stedman said. " They want
to go close up to the windows, so to see 'em better. They want to give
3em the food with their own hands."
We herded the Hessians into a double line that shuffled past the